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I shall reach her 
but not by following 


I shall sit on the immovable spot 
a stinking, intractable girl 


Biting through the pit 
for the peach 


Holding on to something 

hot and smoking 

An ancient coil 

that weaves and hisses 

А most gathered water is approaching 

It has gone the long way around 

gathering steam and momentum and inducement 


But I shall not be moved 
I shall not bolt 


Тће wings of the heart аге unfolding 
Her feathers igniting 

Foregone conclusions perfume the air 
Exciting me beyond redemption 
Disdainful of roman methods 
outnumbered by the photographs 
held fast in a net of time’s sticky kisses 
I am knifed again and again 

on mock altars 

by obsolete dreams 

right through my taburnacular satins 


The ladder is broken 

Tree climbing is not for kids 
Hand over hand 

emptying out 

eating my way through the cream 
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І reach the place of crossing 
that filthy center 
from which ali direction springs 


Here I come 

all bravado 

sashaying forth from over-bright dreams 
my rosy cloak leaving а trail 

of perfume 


The infinite clock kisses like a baby 
but glares like a prophet 
What’s a girl to do? 


I strike foreign poses on endless evenings 
while the scales of an ambulance 
squeeze night’s muscle. 









Jacqueline Stigman is a writer and painter living in New York 


City. This is her first published poem. 
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YOU'RE HIRED, OR, GOD HELP YOU 
by Robert Dunn 


Well, Kid, your resume’s impressive. 

In spots you might say it’s abstract-expressive. 

That in mind, I’m sure there’ll be no freaking 

When I explain that any job you’re seeking 

Is no longer open, owing to selected vagaries 

In our most recent budgetary policies. 

And spare me the sharing of your misery 

Over losing out on а technical or supervisory 

Position. 

You might consider yourself as a candidate for pre-employment 
attrition. 

On second thought, there is one slot 

At which you have a slender shot. 

I just hope you’re universally impervious— 

The job is what we call “Customer Service.” 

No. Please. 

Рт not interested that you have the strength of Hercules 

And that your wits rival Minerva’s. 

As I say, all we have open is Customer Service. 

We set you down at a counter 

With a malfunctioning computer. 

Say, didn’t our recruiters 

Mention our computers? 

Hey, this job is not exactly 

A vacation in Bermuda. 

And you shouldn’t be astounded 

To be hounded and surrounded 

By our ever-lovin’ customers. 

Yes. Them. Customers. 

That’s what we’re here for, 

What we polish our veneer for, 

What we cry into our beer for. 

They'll bait you 

And castigate you.... 


26 


And that’s when things are proper. 

If, Heaven forbid, things come a cropper, 

You'll find yourself down our corporate hopper 

Faster than you can say “Jack Robinson,” “Jack Nicholson,” 
or “comparison shopper.” 

Okay. Here’s your apron...your paper hat...your name tag... 

Here’s a year’s supply of shopping bags 

Emblazoned with our corporate emblem. 

Sure the handles are detached. You have to assemble ‘em. 

Now, get out there and show our collective pride, 

And, by the way, your request for two weeks off is denied. 


201223 


Robert Dunn's poem, "DFW Passing Ву," appeared in the Spring 
94 issue of Wings. 
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KIWI 
by Mark Blickley 


Johnny Minassian kicked an empty beer can up and down a 
freezing subway platform. His sister Kate complained about the noise 
he was making, but the noise didn’t bother her. She was too 
embarrassed to join him and that’s what really upset her. Johnny 
looked like he was having so much fun. He didn’t even seem to care 
what the other people on the platform thought about the noise he was 
| “Stop banging that can around, Johnny,” said his mother. “The 
train’s coming,” 

Kate ran in front of her brother and gave the beer can a final kick. 
They both smiled as it scraped across the yellow fine and dropped on to 
the train tracks. 

“Is Daddy going to die in the war?” asked Kate. 

Mother shook her head. “Your father’s an airplane mechanic, not a 
soldier. І doubt he’ll see much action.” 

As the subway doors were closing behind them, a dirty man in 
sunglasses, carrying a handmade cardboard sign, threw himself at the 
door. The sliding doors crushed his body like a pair of hungry teeth, 
but he managed to squeeze his way inside the crowded subway car. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the man shouted as the train pulled out. 
“Tm not a thief or mugger. Could you please spare some change for a 
Vietnam Vet that’s hungry? Show your support for our boys over in 
the АН by helping one of their brothers at home” 

When the man held out his cup to Johnny the Kate 
her arm and mumbled something. й кезиш ёй 

“What’s that you say, son?” asked the beggar. 

“T said you smell,” answered Johnny. 


‚_ At the exact moment the bell rang to end the school day at P.S. 92 
in the Bronx, a Scud missile was launched from Iraq into Saudi Arabia. 
The New York afternoon was bitterly cold as Johnny met Kate at the 
school entrance. The Saudi Arabian evening was warm as Johnny's 
father slept реасейШу inside his barracks. 

_By the time Johnny and Kate climbed the three flights of stairs to 
their apartment, the Scud missile from Iraq had exploded inside their 
father’s barracks. And by the time Mother returned home from work 
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and prepared supper, Johnny’s father was gone. Forever. 

Days later, after the military man bringing bad news had left the 
apartment, what was left of the Minassian family sat in the kitchen, 
stunned, Kate began to cry. Mother lowered her head into her arms. 
Johnny became angry. 

“You said he wouldn’t die!” shouted Johnny at his mother. Kate 
cried even louder. 

Mother raised her head. She tried to speak. But when she choked 
on her first words, she decided to give up. Once again she lowered her 
head into her arms. 

Johnny grabbed his coat and ran out of the apartment. He could 
still hear his sister’s sobs echoing in the hallway as he bolted out of the 
building. 

“Hey, Johnny, wait up!” called out Carlos. 

Johnny ignored his best friend. When Carlos ran over to him, 
Johnny took off. Carlos tried to catch up to Johnny, but that was 
impossible, Everyone knew that Johnny Minassian was the fastest 
runner in the fourth grade, and probably the entire school. And that 

When Johnny finally stopped running, he was at the entrance of 
Fine Foods Supermarket. Taped to the store’s front window was a 
huge photograph of his father in his Air Force Reserve uniform. 
Sergeant Minassian’s frozen smile was framed with yellow ribbon. 

Johnny stared at the black and white picture. Everyone always 
commented on his father’s beautiful smile. When Johnny was younger 
he asked his father why his smile got so much attention. Frank 
Minassian pulled his son aside and told him the secret. 

“You know how much I love fruits and honey, right?” whispered 
his father. 

Johnny nodded. 

“Well, it seems my sweet tooth is very impressive. It’s right here, 
Johnny” He pointed to his front tooth. “And when I smile everybody 
sees it. I think it reminds people of all the wonderful things there are to 
eat” 

When Johnny asked his mother why everyone made such а big fuss 
over his father’s smile, she said it was because he was so handsome. 
Johnny disliked her answer. He was glad there was another guy 
around the house to set things straight. 

Johnny Minassian quietly made his way through the Fine Food 
supermarket. A couple of cashiers and a deli clerk called out to him, 
but Johnny wasn’t listening. Their voices blended in with the shouts for 
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| ptice checks, the beeping, of cash registers, the clang of shopping carts, 
ies of cranky children. 4 . А 

нА aisle was as exciting as ever. Tt was like ап island іп 
the middle of the store. All that color and all those shapes. And the 
mells. It smelled like his father. у | 
š Johnny paused next to a handsome sign stuck in between the 
avocado and spinach bins. In bold magic marker strokes it 
proclaimed —“THE PRODUCE DEPARTMENT IS PROUD OF 
‘THEIR MANAGER, FRANK MINASSIAN, WHO IS CURRENTLY 
SERVING HIS COUNTRY IN THE PERSIAN GULF. | 

The sign was lettered in red and blue on white cardboard, But its 
artificial colors were swallowed up by the паш ра “ а ЭЕ 
surrounding fruits and vegetables. Мо one seemed to notice the sign. 

А hand dropped on Johnny’s shoulder. Johnny tumed and slipped 
from under the grip. It was Christopher, the assistant produce manager. 

“How’s my boss doing?” asked Christopher. “Have you gotten any 
пен eer fn а аі аў Caper the тона of 

Johnny sl and looked past er to $ 
strange ала vibrant produce his йе had once ordered and organized. 
He scuffed his way over to the kiwi fruit. | 

Johnny lifted two pieces of kiwi out of the rack. His thumb and 
index fingers pressed into them. He bruised the tiny green fiuit 
protected by brown fuzz, and then he crushed them. Juice dripped on 
to the floor, Johnny tossed the damaged fruit back into the rack and 
left. К B 

Had Johnny's father seen someone destroy his produce like ‘that he 
would have grabbed the person by the collar and marched him into the 
security office. But Christopher just stood there with his mouth open. 
After ordering a clerk to clean up the mess, he swung open the doors 
to the back produce room and tumed on the radio. War news. 





Mark Blickley is a member of the Dramatist Guild. He's К 
primarily а playwright, but he's also published two dozen stories 
and four essays. 
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RUBBER GLOVES 
by Tim Poland 


My mother had no hands. Or so one might have thought. 
At the end of her arms, instead of the usual appendages, she 
had grown rubber gloves—rubber gloves—sometimes changing 
color from yellow to pink but always there—rubber gloves 
instead of hands. Like some miraculous moment in evolution, 
she had acquired the trait that was essential for a world in 
which to clean was to survive. In my mother’s world, godliness 
was next to cleanliness—the true religion. The world existed to 
be cleaned. And the rubber gloves, as important as any 
opposable thumb, were the means to this vision. 

If my mother’s family was to survive in this world, all the 
dirt would have to be removed from that world. Dishes were 
not washed but scraped, scoured and scalded. Window surfaces 
were Windexed until they squeaked, counter-tops were scrubbed 
and floors mopped and waxed until you could eat from them; 
though such a thought would have been near sacrilege in ту: 
mother’s faith. Even certain foods, if they could be, were 
washed and buffed. Apples glistened so you could see your 
reflection in one. Leftover foods were Tupperwared and Saran- 
wrapped until the least molecule of air was burped out. Carpets 
were vacuumed and shampooed. Bathrooms, the Great Satan in 
this drama, were attacked with particular violence, scoured, 
scrubbed and disinfected to the point that I thought their 
porcelain surfaces would cave through, giving way to the 
onslaught of sponge and scrub brush. My nasal memories are 
punctuated with the aroma of Spic & Span and Lysol. And 
through all this, the rubber gloves moved in a frenzied blur. 

Neither did her children escape this religious zeal. Returning 
from hearty and often dirty outdoor play, our clothing was 
assaulted with equal vengeance. Dirt and mud were seen as a 
moral failure, and grass stain, inevitable for ballplaying boys, was 
nothing less than an affront to her sensibilities. Our soiled 
clothing was ripped from our innocent bodies and cast 
immediately into the laundry, while we were admonished to “go 
wash up,” knowing that our ablutions would be carefully 
inspected afterward. I was always a bit surprised she didn’t 
insist on doing it herself. But she had the grace to allow her 
children that sensitive bit of independence, though in later years, 
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she would tell из that, when babies, “I scrubbed you till you 
shined!” It's a wonder we had any skin left at all. 

] was, for a short period, even complicit in my mother's 
cleaning obsession. For a time after І was perfectly capable of 
bathing myself, I still made my mother shampoo my hair. This 
was no lingering sentimental connection between mother and 
son, I would have much preferred it to be otherwise. 

However, I couldn’t bear the thick cosmetic smell and 
consistency of shampoo. It was nasty. So, when I reached that 
point in my bath when it was time to wash my hair, I placed the 
wash cloth over my boyish genitals, squeezed my eyes shut, and 
called out to my waiting mother: “OK, I’m ready.” At that 
point she came into the bathroom and, with remarkable speed 
and precision, washed and rinsed my hair and left promptly, 
induiging her son’s embarrassment, but not until she had made 
my scalp tingle and shine with the scrubbing. 

But once, while the rubber gloves moved through the dirty 
dishes and played across the counter-tops, there was a break, a 
fissure, and I saw an opening form in what I knew as my 
mother, Looking out the kitchen window into the well-mown 
backyard, my mother began to talk. 

“You know, this isn’t all that I am,” she said. 

I was sitting at the kitchen table, eating a grilled cheese 
sandwich, fueling up before returning to the baseball game that 
would resume after lunch. Was she talking to me? I didn’t 
know, and it’s just as well, for І wouldn’t have known what in 
the world to say. But she didn’t seem to be. In fact, she 
didn’t even seem to know I was there. She just looked off 
through the window, not visibly upset, and talked. 

“This isn’t all that I am. You don’t even know all of me. 
Pm more than this. I used to sing beautifully. I sang the lead 
in all my high school musicals. I loved the music. I still do, 
but I just don’t seem to have the chance to hear it anymore, I 
had a beautiful voice. I still do. I wanted to be a singer. I 
wanted to be an actress. My friends in high school told me I 
could do it if І wanted to. I just didn’t know if I really wanted 
to. I wanted a husband, a home, children. But I still wanted to 
sing, too. Why couldn’t I have done both? I could have if Га 
really wanted to, couldn’t I? 1 always wanted to travel—see 
other places, learn about them and their history. But we never 
seem to go anywhere. If only Mike was more curious and 
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adventurous, not so happy to stay at home. There’s more to it 
than this. It could be different if we really tried. We just don’t 
seem to get going, and soon it will be too late. They think that 
I just cook and clean, that that’s as far as І go, as far as my 
mind goes. But there’s more to me than that. There’s more 
that’s me, and they don’t know it. They don’t know. They just 
don’t know. They don’t understand. They just don’t 
understand. This isn’t all that I am.” 

She talked out the kitchen window, across the dirty dishes, 
across the backyards of Clifton Avenue and across twelve years 
of marriage—across thousands of meals cooked and thousands 
of cleanings and scrubbings—-across the blood and fever and 
kidney damage and Caesarian slash of her first pregnancy— 
across two more pregnancies and a miscarriage—across years in 
the house on Clifton Avenue with my father and me and my 
brother and my sister, to a place where she still sang. 

I finished my grilled cheese sandwich and headed back 
outside. 

“Wait just a minute there. You go brush your teeth first - 
before you go back outside.” She had come back into the 
kitchen. Had she been there all along? 

Brushed, I headed outside. But first my mother hugged me 
and gave me a kiss on the forehead and said: “Now be back in 
time for supper and play carefully—I wouldn’t want anything to 
happen to my baby. Mommy loves you.” 

And I went out, slinging my ball glove over the handlebars 
of my bike and wondering who had just kissed my forehead— 
knowing when I got home the house would be clean and dinner 
would be ready and that the woman with no hands, the woman 
attached to the rubber gloves, had said “This isn’t all that I am.” 





Tim Poland is an Associate Professor of English at Radford 
University in Radford, Virginia. He primarily writes creative 
nonfiction. "Rubber Gloves" is excerpted from his book length 


manuscript, І Was A Stupid Boy, which is currently seeking a 
publisher. 
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IN THE SUPERMARKET 
by Pamela Malone 


She is pulling on my arm. Sure I feel sorry for her. 1 run into 
her all the time in the market, and when I’m not quick, she catches 
me. Sure, I stay and talk a while. But her hand presses on my 
arm. She will never let me go. 

She has two eyebrow pencil hills for brows, she always wears a 
scarf over her white hair; she is slim and bent. Her eyes are the 
bluest pools I have ever seen. Though they are surrounded by 
puffed and wrinkled skin, the eyes are clear. 

She sits alone and pulls at her cereal from the box. She grabs 
it in handfuls and stuffs it in her mouth. What does it matter? No 
one comes, No one else will eat the cereal. She doesn’t watch the 
American television. She doesn’t look out the window. That’s not 
а view. That's a brick wall. 

“Oh ze flower box. In Lyle we always had ze flower box.” 

“Ро you want to know how І make ze carROT? When І 
come here, it was, let me see, nineteen and sirty, we did not know 
it was ze depression. My husbon, do not know. No job!” 

She smiles, Always a twinkle comes in her eye as she tells her 
misfortunes. I listen and nod my head. 

I must get away from her. How she clutches at me. After the 
carrots, she’ll tell me how to make veal. She never recognizes me. 
She has told me ali this many times before. ГИ listen to the veal 
recipe, though I’m a vegetarian. 

I plop the hamburger meat in my cart. I make two lasagnas. 
One with spinach for my husband and myself, and one with meat 
for my children. 

“Zey mark our door wiz a number. Zen we have to put soldier 
in our houz. I have to sleep on ze floor in my muzzer’s room. I 
remember war!” 

“Was that World War II?” 

“Zat was nineteen and fourteen. Ze Germans march into 
France. Zey go sroo Belgium. Very cloz, Germany is very cloz. 

1 шоу war! Zey want anuder war, you know. Millionaire get 
rich!” 

“I agree with you.” 

“I live on fixed income. Every sing so expenseeve. I gotta 
eat! No?” 

Mother, mohier, I feel with my hand for her skirt. She’s not 
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there. She is gone. Is my mother gone? It is dark. I hear 
breathing. The breathing of many people all around me. The 
ground is wet and cold. So cold it fills my lungs. I am too afraid 
10 cry ош. In the morning the sky is blue. So blue, my sky is 
always so blue. And my mother is back. She wears a smile and a 
garland of flowers in her hair. Again tonight we will have to 
sleep in the fields. 

Let me see now, Thai noodles and peanut butter sauce for us, 
meatloaf for the kids, two lasagnas, Chinese wok vegetables for us, 
Franco American UFO’s for the kids (don’t read the ingredients 
just grab them), Tofu surprise for us, pork chops for the kids. Гуе 
got to think up one more meal. 

“Don’t buy anysing in can. No good!” (She found me. I 
thought Га gotten away when I went for a bunch of bananas and 
sped my cart around a blind comer). 

“You know I’m eighty yare. I eat only natural. I ask ze 
DocTOR. Is it okay if І cook wiz ze wine? He say if you don’t 
want it, I take it! I take so many medicine. My chest. Every 
Februar I get ze bronchitis. Ever since I was leetle girl, I had to 
sleep in ze field. War. I know war!” She wrings her hands. “Ze 
Germans march into...” 

“It’s been nice talking with you. I must do my shopping now.” 

Firmly, I wheel to the other side of the store. I will reverse my 
order. Each aisle, I peek to make sure she doesn’t see me. 1 see 
her, She’s bending the arm of a woman in front of the chicken 
section. She’s talking, and a young woman is nodding her head. 

“No! Don’t by ze shalLOT here. Too expenseeve! Two 
dollar!” 

She’s told me the story so many times. They worked in a 
factory. She sewed so many buttons on. So many buttons. She 
use dto make the house pretty for her husband. She always had 
flowers in boxes at the window. Geraniums. She cooked with 
wine and sherry when they could afford it, champagne for dessert. 
There were no children. He was like her little boy. She used to 
iron his bow ties, and comb his hair. He had a nice singing voice. 
They never had to talk much. She was always a bit of a 
chatterbox, but with him, she would just sit in the sun and be quiet. 
The sun was nice, but the sky was never as blue as in Lyle. And 
she never got back to France. 

She’s on a fixed income; social security. And all the relatives 
are gone. She has no one to write to. No one writes her. He 
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died quietly, in his sleep, six years ago. She has no one to make 
veal and shallots, carrots and wine for. She comes to the 
supermarket every day. Bent over her cart, she begins to talk. 
And the blue eyes look so clear, but they have a fierce 
determination not to let you go. 

I’m standing at the checkout now. I always sneak а peek at 
the gossip newspapers. I feel entitled, if I have to wait my turn 
behind someone with a truckload of groceries, like the woman in 
front of me with two carts filled with pampers and dogfood. Does 
she diaper her puppies? 

The headlines of one tabloid grab me. 

“Bigamist admits he married his mother. Says he’ll divorce his 
other wife. Wedding night with Mom was bliss. Sonny was 
always a good boy. We went to Howard Johnsons for...” 

A loud crash stops me midsentence. Everyone in front looks 
out the window. Two cars have crashed. No one seems to be 
hurt, but the fender of one car is bent out of shape. The drivers; a 
very fat man, whose rear view is blocked by a towering grocery 
bag topped with a bakery cake, gets out of one; a teenager with a 
ring in his nose and pink hair gets out of the other. 

The teenager is driving a Chevrolet compact, the fatman, a 
Corvette Stingray, red with a black lambswool fur cover on the 
steering wheel. 

“You sonofabitch!” shouts the fat guy. 

There’s a buzz of voices at the checkout. I can’t see what's 
going on because the lady with the pampers walks out blocking my 
view, her pampers towering to the sky like a totem pole. I look 
toward the back of the store, at the chicken section. 1 see that the 
French woman is still talking, but she has a new listener. It’s a 
plump woman, with an askewed wig, a container of chicken in her 
hand is suspended in mid-air, She’s nodding her head, and as she 
does so, her wig jiggles slightly. The French woman’s basket is 
empty, except for a bunch of carrots, and one box of cereal. 





Pam has published eighty poems, stories, and essays in 
magazines and anthologies, including: The Sun, Chelsea, The 
Belletrist Review, Yellow Silk, Blue Unicorn, and Bellowing 
Ark. Her story, "The Doll," has been nominated for The 
Pushcart Prize ІХ. 








36 





FATE AND THE JOURNEY 
by Thomas B. Teeter 





He smiled at the familiar vibration between his legs. 
Memories of California flooded his mind. Long rides from the 
ocean, up and over the mountains and down into the desert. A 
time of solitude, enabling the mind and body and spirit to begin 
to heal. 

As he passed underneath the I-77 overpass, the urge to test 
the machine overtook his usual caution. Downshift, cork the 
throttle, and finally cruise at 85. What the hell, push it to 100. 
The Walkman was blaring “Hollywood Nights”. The beat of the 
music and the rush of the wind, pushed blood through veins 
screaming for more speed, louder music. God, he felt good! 

Harrisville. Time for a cigarette. Need to change the tape 
too. Jerry Jeff Walker fits the mood. “A Woman in Texas” 
fills his ears. He wonders if she is thinking of him while he is 
taking this ride. Wonders, yet knows. A nod and a smile. 

The closer to his destination, the more aware he became of 
his surroundings. The sixth sense that guided his life during 
time of war, started to emerge again. By the time Clarksburg 
came into view, he could feel every beat of his heart. Corpuscles 
jockeying for position in his veins. Knew what was behind 
every tree, around every curve. And could feel the eyes of 
those watching him. Knowing that these were “friendlies”, or at 
worst, curious, he proceeded to the “Hole in the Wall”. 

Physical changes were taking place as our warrior 
approached the parking lot. His chest expanded, stomach 
flattened and back straightened. Lax muscles filled with blood 
and became hard and tense. 

Sliding off the bike, he lit a smoke and started for the 
saddlebags containing his vest, beret and “Smitty”. First came 
the vest. An old Army flak jacket with the protective padding 
removed. A target drawn around a hole caused by a sniper's 
bullet. After putting it on, he checked to make sure the medals, 
ribbons and patches were on prominent display. Memorabilia 
collected and awarded during time of war, terribly important for 
this occasion. The beret was next, placed just so. The 
Airborne Ranger insignia freshly polished, cocked to the left to 
show that the man wearing it had indeed been in combat. 
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“Smitty” was last. Ап assassin’s weapon with а built-in 
silencer. С.І.А. issue. The cylinder was flipped open and spun. 
Loaded, it was safely tucked underneath the vest at the small of 
his back. 

A deep breath, a turn, and he was nineteen again. Lean, 
hard, aware and ready. Nerves screaming, he walked to the 
door of the “Hole in the Wall”. 

Sixties music greeted him first. Hendrix. “Purple Haze”. 
As he entered the door, he left 1991 and walked straight into 
1967. The past became the present. In the doorway he was 
met by a huge Black man. A form was handed to him. With 
the information filled in and returned, the announcement came; 
“Staff Sergeant Duane William Nichols, 75th Rangers, RA 
16482190, Vietnam, December 65 to May 68". “Welcome 
home soldier”. All turned and swarmed the new arrival. Hugs, 
tears, handshakes and the words “love ya brother"; the ritual 
greeting given to every man entering the haven. 

A joint and a beer were thrust at him. Iron Butterfly started 
to blare. Drink, inhale the acrid smoke. Aggression, courage 
and toughness is realized by all. Two hundred men daring the 
outside world to intrude. Signs outside warned those not of 
their ilk to “keep out”. Inside, the walls were covered with 
flags, patches, medals, signs and slogans. From some unknown 
place, twenty-five Asian women were recruited or hired. All, at 
one time or another, gyrated nude to the music and asked for a 
“Saigon Tea”. Whores to be sure, they were the added touch 
needed to give a true sense of belonging to the “vagabonds”. 

Groups of men stood where they could, relating stories 
about the “Warrior Days”. Big voices along with small 
combined, and the music of vocal camaraderie rang. Aging 
warriors singing, crying, laughing, hugging and touching each 
other. Male bonding at its greatest. 

And then it was “Low Twelve”. The music stopped and it 
grew quiet. It was time to remember those not with them. To 
console the ones that were. James Connor, former Army 
Chaplain, bade them to come to their knees. The crippled and 
wheelchair-bound asked for help to the floor, and without 
exception, all knelt and bowed their heads. “Tho I walk in the 
shadow of the Valley of Death” and sobs could be heard. 
Captain Connor asked all to remain where they were for “One 
of us has requested the final word”, Our warrior stood on the 
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bar and read the following: 











How many a strong right hand that grappled ours 
In truest faith; 

How many a generous heart, with mercy filled, 
Lies low іп death! 

How many a beaming eye, that caught the light 
From the better shore; 

How many a tongue, that thrilled our inmost chords, 
Will speak no more! 

How many a foot in mercy’s quest that flew 
No more shall go! 

How many a knee that bent with ours in prayer, 
Or prayed alone, 

Has vanished from our mystic brotherhood, 

And gone-and gone- 

To the Celestial Place, the Land of Peace, 

And Light, and Song, 

Where war and bloodshed have no entering, 
Nor vice, nor wrong! 

Where the Supreme Master wise presides, 

No blight, nor curse, 

And keeps in holy welcome, crowned and blest, 
A place for us! 








The Will of God is done- 
Their mortal race is run- 
Beneath the circling sun 
They’re seen no more; 








Their bright and genial word 

Can never more be heard 

On earthly shore. 

Remains there naught of them except the dust 
Wherewith is mingled Warrior’s dearest trust. 








Oh, brave and true, farewell! 

Though south winds made your knell, 
And sprigs of cypress fell 

Upon your grave- 

In memory shall abide 









































































































The gallant ones who died 
Our land to save; 


No better place to die beneath the sun; 
No better time than when our duty’s done. 


It was over. Each left as he had arrived. Alone. 

The reminders of war were carefully packed away in the 
saddlebags one last time. A turn of the key, the push of a 
button, and the Harley came to life. The throaty rumble calming 
him, he made his way out of the parking lot on to the road. 
Almost casually, he brought it through the gears to cruising 
speed. 

West Union hill, need to stop, need to stop; recover the 
emotions that had been shattered by the events of the evening. 
On that foggy night, as motorists sped up the hill, the silhouette 
of a man leaning against a scooter, the red glow of his cigarette, 
along with the moon trying to light the way, seemed an eery 
vision to the passersby. They did not see the swirling fog on 
the opposite side of the road. They could not; for out of the 
fog an apparition came, meant only for him. 

It was her, The One. Because of her he had survived to see 
this day. He knew the end was now close at hand; understood 
and welcomed it. Clad in black miniskirt, vest and boots, her 
exposed skin glistening in the dewy moonlight, she shared a 
passionate kiss with our warrior. “I’ve been waiting for you” 
she whispered in a husky voice. Deliberately, they mounted the 
iron steed. 

He could feel her behind him. Arms wrapped around his 
chest. Knees hugging his hips. Leaning back into her, he felt 
the peace that had been denied him for so many years. He 
knew this would be his ride to freedom, the last act to fulfill the 
demands of Fate. Unconsciously, his right hand gently, yet 
steadily, began to twist the throttle. 

As they approached the junction of I-77 & U.S. 50, her 
arms and legs momentarily tighten. He turned to look at her 
and at the moment of eye contact she disappeared. Nothing but 
road behind him now. Panic. Would it never end? When he 
turned around to look ahead he saw her again, standing with 
arms outstretched. Her lips shaped to speak his name. He 
wanted to reach her. Had to reach her. And he saw the 
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stopped semi in his path. Understanding this was the way to 
her, he locked the throttle, stood upright on the pegs, stretched 
out his arms to his side, leaned his head back, and closed his 


eyes. 








Thomas B. Teeter is a forty-six year old, divorced Fire Fighter 
(for fourteen years) for the City of Parkersburg, West Virginia, 
and a veteran of war (6 years service in US Army). He was 
born and raised in Iowa Falls, Iowa. 
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SUPERMARKET 
by Emily Fish 


My mother wasn’t а cashier, a manager, or a house-wife, but 
loved to gather food and had inherited this trait from our Aunt 
Ida who shucked corn and shelled peas in Maine. In the 
supermarket I was delighted by the sight of animal flesh and 
blood pressed up against thick, industrial strength plastic wrap. 
Aisle three was the fruit and vegetable aisle. Aisle nine was the 
meat aisle. One day, chilled to the bone in the freezer section, 1 
spelled out my love in letters, “Oh, Mom you shouldn’t have— 
chicken livers and sliced peaches.” Those are my first verbal 
memories, Every time I recall them, I smell frying meat, see the 
color gray, and taste ketchuped flesh. 

Last week I turned twenty-three over enchiladas, whiskey 
sours, and drippy candles in bottles of vodka. My legs are too 
long and my thighs are too thick to fit in a shipping cart. My 
roommate, Susan had just put a bowl of her secret guacamole 
on the table, when the phone rang and the cool drawl of my 
mother’s voice seeped into my ear. Susan pulled the curly 
phone cord tight so it could extend from the hallway to the 
kitchen table and gave me the phone. 

“Happy Birthday! I miss you. Remember all the birthdays 
we spent together when you were growing up—the Weight 
Watchers German chocolate cake on your thirteenth birthday, 
the T-bone steak and banana split on your fourteenth birthday . . 
“(Susan lit a cigarette and gazed absently at the urban. sprawl. 
Her eyes leapt up fire escapes and then out into the geometry of 
the city—Lenny’s apartment, the Chinese restaurant, the bank, 
the Twin Towers, and, finally, the sky) “ . . . the Slim Fast 
Candy bar on your sixteenth birthday.” And so the narrative 
began about how I used to lose, gain and lose weight. 

1 was not crying, but six tears streamed down my face. My 
mother spent most of her time forgetting to remember. And, 
this is what I was to remember: On my thirteenth birthday I 
felt like Swiss cheese. There were holes in my life that made 
me feel lonely. Something gnawed. I ate fruit flavored Tums 
to no avail. The tablets left their vibrant, pastel residue on my 
tongue, but never reached my stomach. 
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I cried six slow tears. The kind that cascade slowly down 
your face, and allow you to say to yourself; І am not crying. 
Drops of saline fluid are just being secreted by the lacrimal 
glands between the surface of the eye and the eyelid. 

Six tears were enough to cover the top of Susan’s lovely 
guacamole with its thick body of slurpy avocado, chopped 
onions, and cilantro with a sheet of water. I heard the dial tone 
after my mother hung up the phone. I felt like calling her back 
and shouting, Рта trying to have a goddamn normal 
birthday. No that was not it. What I really meant to say was, 
I am trying to eat. I am trying to take care of my body, 
mind, flesh, and bones. I am trying to feed myself and you 
are interrupting me. I am busy, full, and do not want to 
talk. Somehow I wanted to let my mother know that she 
passed her loss-loss-gain-loss cycle down to me, but the words 
that were printed in bold face in my mind disintegrated when I 
pushed their recalcitrant bodies into the air. “P’s” lost their 
stems and “O’s” broke in half. Words and sentences lost their 
meanings as letters crumpled into visual pictures randomly 
arranged. 

As I went to hang up the phone, Susan grabbed a blue corn 
chip and used it to mix my tears into the guacamole. “It’s not 
ruined. I didn’t use very much salt anyway because 1 am about 
to get my period. But frankly, 1 never believed anything they 
say about preventing P.M.S. Menstruating is Бей. I become 
goddess of the roller coaster even when I don’t eat chocolate, 
caffeine, and salt. 

The chips are salted and delicious. Let’s get some espresso 
after dinner at Reggio’s. Maybe those women will be there who 
were trying to flirt with us last week. The Mexican-American 
woman with medium length hair was attractive,” Susan said in a 
single breath, as she sucked a third chipful of guacamole into 
her mouth. 

I had not touched the guacamole. I was too busy letting my 
tears evaporate in the polluted breeze coming through the 
window , to eat. 

The day after my birthday, 1 steer down all nine aisles, 
looking for fish and frozen yogurt. If only I had really learned 
to cook. If only I had told my grandmother to save her recipes. 
Instead I pile my shopping cart with recycled paper towels and 
frozen Indian food. 1 don’t know how to make kreplach, potato 
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pancakes, ог borscht. For dinner I will have frozen chicken 
biryani, frozen peas with pearl onions, chutney from a jar, and a 
glass of cheap red wine. 

I circle back to aisle nine. I know the geography of this 
checkered floor by heart—fifty three squares down and 
seventeen squares over until I reach a loaf of sour dough bread. 
I will buy a crusty baguette, six bagels, and a family size 
package of muffins, hoping that this food will fill me up. The 
plain, dryness of bread amazes me. My mouth becomes sick 
and sweet like an arid desert. 

I stand in our kitchen without a cookbook or newspaper- 
clipped recipes. The frozen entrees are sweating in the brown 
paper bag. I am too hungry to eat. I promise myself I will eat 
loaves of bread tomorrow. 

When Susan comes home from her Saturday night fling with 
Cheryl, maybe she will stir fry something. Maybe she will cook 
chicken with cashews and scallions, and I will eat as she has 
taught me to eat—forkful by forkful, breathing when necessary. 
Eating food. 

The table is set. The candles are lit. I will enjoy every bite 
as she does. I will swallow, like Susan, with pleasure. I will 
laugh as І sprinkle soy sauce on my brown псе. And eat till 1 
am perfectly full and rest my head on a pillow and put my feet 
on her fap. 

I hear Susan’s key click in the door. She is tired and 
hungry. I greet her at the door. I grab her waist casually as if 
we were trying to maneuver in a very small kitchen with a two 
by three foot linoleum floor and say, “I’m glad you’re home. 
Let's eat” Without my saying a word Susan reaches deep into 
the cabinet below the sink for the wok. 

“You steam the rice, O.K.?” 

І nod. Susan lights the gas burner with a match. Her face 
is sweaty. The city grime glows on her skin. She looks like 
she has been through a storm of swollen, summer raindrops. 1 
want to lie down with her in bed and play with her long brown 
hair and paint flowers on her back with my fingers. 

The oil screeches in the pan, the smell of frying chives fills 
the air. I hear my grandmother whisper, Chives are a full, 
rich-bodied herb. I sit down at the kitchen table with a 
cutting board,cutting tomatoes and tearing leaves off a head of 
lettuce. My thighs spread on the wicker chair. I have a 
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stomach and it has shape. My body has shape. I want my 
salad to be exotic. I add slices of an orange, a banana, and a 
handful of bean sprouts. Susan lays bits of bright pink chicken 
in the hot, mean wok. The vegetable oil crackles, the meat 
begins to turn white on the under-side. She dips a few cashews 
in oil and then brown sugar and tosses them one at a time in 
the pan. The air is still full of chives. It mixes with summer 
sweat and ageless eroticism that creeps up Susan’s thighs. We 
will have plums and water melon for dessert. And wash the 
drippy summer fruit off our hands, wrists, and forearms while 
we look at a dirty, late evening sky through the thin window in 
the bathroom. 

The fork is a harmless utensil. There is no competition 
between Susan and me for juicy strips of chicken or cashews. 
When we spear, we intend to satisfy our bodies and their natural 
hungers rather than sabotage or improve them. There is enough 
brown псе for tomorrow night. We will probably not eat all of 
the rice in the big, blue, earthy ceramic bowl tonight. At the 
end of our meal, a single piece of chicken and a broken cashew 
are placed aside a spoonful of rice. We let the forks and knives 
crisscross randomly on our plates. We take a few final sips of 


water, arise, and retreat into the living room. 





Emily Fish lives and writes in Amherst, Massachusetts. 
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